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‘ Life is a mystery . . croons the Siren of the Apocalypse as I sip morning coffee. 
On-screen, crucifixes ablaze the night, bathing Madonna in immaculate sinematooraphy. 
No longer tike a virgin, she flashes stigmata and deep, quivering cleavage whilst freeing 
Black Jesus from bondage in the Church. Luis Bunuel winks at us from beyond the grave. 
Only a lew snakes here and there could have improved the imagery. Elsewhere, a lew 
subscribers shake their heads in disgust upon discovering that the latest issue of SUBHU- 
MAN has the audacity lo actually open with a somewhat lyrical thumbs-up to a fucking MTV 
video that they've seen 100 times! No readers, I haven't sn apped . Though blasphemy is by 
no means a cinematic breakthrough, it is refreshing to see a step made within a medium 
that hammers its usual thought-numbing wares into our consciousness with unrelenting 
repetitiveness. Something that touches nerves among the masses, boys and girts. 

In the latest issue of the excellent publication, ECCO; editor Charles Kilgore took time to 
address the situation concerning GORE GAZETTE, this zine, and WASHINGTON TIMES 
feature writer. David Mills. For those unfamiliar with the incident. Mr. Mills was researching 
an article on the current horror fanzine mini-phenomenon and became deeply offended by 
what he interpreted as "racist humor" in the pages of G.G. and S.H. Instead of critically 
taking a stand, he chose lo all but ignore said publications by not covering them, save a 
brief quote from each, lacked-on at the bull of his article. Rick Sullivan (G.G.) and I sub- 
sequently lashed out rather blunt editorials in our last outings concerning the subject. 
However, neither of us rebutted with the level-headed eloquence performed by Mr. Kilgore 
in the recent ECCO #8. Charlie managed to put it all into perspective. While both defending 
and understanding the free-wheelin' nihilism practiced by our sarcastic III' rags, he aiso 
addressed the question of "where does freedom of expression end and the necessity for 
social responsibility begin? We have no power to estimate whether an individual will 
interpret decidedly "sick", "sexist" and "racist" content as humor or condemnation ... as 
delectible or detestable. But, in no way, is censorship the answer. If an Inner-desire is fueied 
■ in some harmful way by sexually-explicit or racist literature, you can bet that somewhere 
down the line, this spark would more likely be ignited by merely gawking at the sight of the 
first tight skirt he encounters in the flesh or hearing any discouraging word from a member 
of another nationality. Que sera sera. Whatever wilT be, will be. I'm sure there are instances 
where viewers of ALL IN THE FAMILY interpreted lovable ol' Archie Bunker as the owner 
of a "right-on" philosophy instead of reading the irony of his character. Are we but buttons? 

I know of a few imbecils who read a term in SUBHUMAN like, "screaming shitflick" and 
take it as derogatory. To think that someone would lovingly tag a movie as a "shitflick" is 
beyond their comprehension. It's all too individualistic an issue to properly tag as right or 
wrong. Oh. oh, now Madonna's crawling across the floor, in her latest vid, acting like a cat 
apping up a saucer of milk . . . sometimes irony is a virtue! v 
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Yowza! SUB #12 was a beaut, as 
was expected. Gilpin's pieces on great 
undiscovered films such as THE LAST 
MOVIE are always great to read. Keep 
those kind of features coming, as they 
are a service to us all! However the first 
Installment of Gilpiri's IMBECILICUS 
script left me feeling as though the 2 Vs 
pages could have been filled with 
something a bit more informative or 
fun. I love Gilpin’s writing, but the con- 
tinuance of this feature gets a big fat 
"nay" from me! The definite highlight of 
the whole issue was Goodsell's "Con- 
fession" piece. I nearly shit my pants 
with laughter! I'm sure most of us have 
had run-ins with assholes of the same 
type, who propose a project (fanzines, 
promotions of live music, cons, etc.) 
yet are too goddamn dim-witted to pull 
It off. I’m stin interested in hearing what 
Goodsells most frightening life experi- 
ence was. Entertaining stuff I All In all, 

It was worth the four-months wait and 
good to see SUBHUMAN back on the 
track again. 

Barry “The Evil Twin " Wooldridge 
Holloman AFB, N.M. 

. . .In a society inundated with Fic- 
tions of every kind, panic Is totally 
necessary . . . Wottup, Ace???lama 
headached mired in electrical wires 
gotta explode . . . About 10 hours ago 
I was at a bank machine and during the 
transaction I went otto piss in the door- 
way and the machine took back my 
withdrawal, yet still discredited my ac- 
count ... yet I never got the money so 
I slammed a large garbage can Into the 
machine, permanently ceasing its 
functions but unfortunately no money 
fell out (as In thousands of dollars) so 
we left ... I have yet to return but 
someone told me what I did was a 
crime but I see the act as being totally 
justified within the context of everyday 
activities. 

Wanna step off the planet and out of 
time itself . . . Let's go . . . 

People walking in lines, following 
patterns what the fuck???? y** of the 
day should just be an entire riddle for 
others to decipher. Imagine how in- 
teresting and tingling it all could be. . . . 

Freddy The Bastard 
Gainesville. FL 


Sorry about taking so long to write 
you again. By now, I have ESSENTIAL 
SH. SUBHUMAN #10, 11. and 12. 
They are excellent (particularly ES- 
SENTIAL and #10). 

If I were to compare SUBHUMAN with 
David R. Williams' FESTERING 
BRAINSORE, I would have to say he’s 
leagues ahead of you in sleaze content 
(and misogynistic glee) but when it 
comes to personal profiles and (won- 
derfully) embellished filth reviews, 
SUB is lops. 

Jason Domasky 
Ft. Lauderdale, FL 

Thanx loads for the new SUBHU- 
MAN. fnteresting to read Gilpin's 
thoughts on THE LAST MOVIE. Maybe 
I’m getting suburban but the movie left 
me cold. In fact, I thought it was rather 
boring. Seems to me that a lot of 
people who "read" stuff into THE LAST 
MOVIE are the same ones who gel 
some kind of “message" from EASY 
RIDER. Can anyone tell me what the 
"message " of EASY RIDER was? To 
me, all the movie said was “Life's a 
bitch a then you die”. 

Great lettered, tho I’m sure you must 
be editing down those Dave Szurek 
tome letters. 

But sad to say I was bored with Gil- 
pin’s so-called screenplay. You 
should, however, continue to run It 
since this is the kind of creative editing 
that's all but missing from fanzines — 
which should, by law, be creative at 
every turn. Don’t worry about me — 
I’m bored to tears with just about ev- 
erything these days other than Sam 
Fuller movies from the ’50s. 

Raymond Young 
Lynbrook, NY 

. . Greg Goodsell's “confession” 
was funny and well written — Jeff Lon- 
don, however, sounds like the kind of 
guy who will re-appear — so I'll look 
forward to Part H. I don't believe in per- 
fect symmetry! 

Ben Grubler 
Brooklyn, NY 
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Quick! . . . Roger Ebert s favorite film? 

Who gives a shit, rlght?i This Is SUBHUMAN, not ESOUEER! A better 
question Is: what is Roger Ebert s least favorite film? Now that should 
be SUBHUMAN material. 

No SUBHUM ANIte would be hard pressed to come up with a personal 
fave that ol' Rog had unmercifully slammed; MOTHERS DAY comes Im- 
mediately to mind. But as tough as the rotund one was on MD. It Is no- 
thing compared to the contempt he holds for the notorious I SPIT ON 
YOUR GRAVE. Asked once on a Tonight Show appearance what the worst 
movie he had ever seen was, he responded without hesitation— I SPIT 
ON YOUR CRAVE (only a few months prior to this, a friend of mine had 
written to him, pointing out the hypocrisy of his review In light of the 
praise he had bestowed upon LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT. In a rare per- 
sonal response he admitted that his negative review may have been un- 
duly Influenced by the grindhouse vermin lying around him as he viewed 
the film, and not necessarily the content of the film Itself. But that's 
another story.) 

"What'S the point?" you say. "Who Is this George Maranville and what 
Is he getting at? " Well my friends, I recently had the Indubitable honor 
of appearing in the unofficial sequel to the film that tops Roger Ebert's 
most hated list. 

Shot on video In Cookeville, Tennessee and directed by Donald Farmer 
(publisher of the on-agaln, off-again SPLATTER TIMES and director of 
CANNIBAL HOOKERS and DEMON QUEEN) It Is tentatively titled RETURN 
TO THE CRAVE. This dlrect-to-home video release brings back the star of 
the original isovG, the fabulous Camille Keaton. I know what you're won- 
dering: "Has she grown as an actress?" l don't know and It doesn't mat- 
ter .. . because the same thing happens to her again. 

I've known Donald for years and was always bugging him to give me 
a bit part In one of his films. He finally called me last fall and said he had 
a part for me ... as long as I didn't mind raping someone. 

He initially wanted to use footage of the original film as a flashback to 
set up the sequel but could not obtain the rights so he (liberally) re- 
created events in the first film and shot his own flashback sequence. 

I am one of four protagonists who commits all sorts of nastiness on 
MS, Keaton. The others were, respectively, a firm-iawed Biff Steele type 
who fancied himself a model, a musician who looked uncannily like 
Robert Plant, and some guy who seemed desperate to Impress someone 
( "Did I tell you I have track lighting In my apartment?" I used to drive a 
Mazda RX-7 but It's wodded up in my backyard. Want to see the accident 
photos? "). 
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since it s only a pre-credit flashback sequence, there was no dialogue. 

It was a pretty casual affair, it's planned that Camille will do a voiceover 
recalling the experience as we "do our blddness on her " In a drIed-out 
rock quarry (Is there a Joke there somewhere?). The entire episode Is 
more suggestive than explicit, with all the sexual acts Implied and shot 
from a distance. It ends with Camille being forced to go down on me as 
the others leer on. 

I drove back down there a couple of weeks later to get revenged upon. 
Rick Gonzales, a former protege of Tom savinl, supplied the special ef- 
fects I had my brains blown out of the back of my head courtesy of a 
pistol to the mouth (symbolism and poetic Justice considering my pre- 
vious actions, huh?). Rick strapped an electric charge and a condom filled 
with blood and toilet paper to the back of my head, and my girlfriend 
(thanks to her cosmetically unblemished hands got to be the gun-wleld- 
Ing stand 'In; a thought she relishes every time we get In an argument 
or I'm late to pick her up. , 

All and all a pretty fun time. I may never get to run for Mayor of Melon- 
vine now that rm a bonified rapist, but l did get to meet camHIe Keaton 
I'll never forget what Camille said to me as l thrust her head diawn and 
out of the frame and supposedly Into my crotch; "I'm studying for my 
real estate license. I've got to take the test In a couple of weeks. What 
a turn-on. 


** Bad news! I Just found out that Camille, for reasons not explained h gh- 
talled Itout of Tennessee and back to Groovy Los Angeles, before filming 
was completed (maybe she passed her real estate test and had to shcaw 
a house ) Therefore, the entire plot had to be rearranged . . . and I got 
axedi I didn’t even suffer the Indignity of being left on the cutting room 
finnr— I was bulk erased, at least In the domestic version, it will run a little 
less than an hour and Fe called SNUFF ALL bitches. Don’t look for this 
one at your local 7-Eleven or Quickie Mart, folks. However, the foreign 
version titled MS. MANIAC, will Include the flashback scene with me 
(which was the reason for this whole goddamned article.) well, If anyone 
out there Is going to Asia anytime soon please rent MS. MANIAC while 
you’re there.* 
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Hey, sorry for not expressing my 
frustration with SUBHuMAN’s four- 
month hiatus. If Goodsell can make a 
phone book sound interesting, you 
could certainly take a pass, at least, at 
explaining these turmoils of yours. 
Anything that'd make you so late with 
an issue couldn't be all that boring. 

Tim Coats 
San Francisco, CA 

IMBECILICUS was fun. 

Dc.. . - - - . 

San Juan Capistrano. CA 

I vote: Keep those installments of IM- 
BECILICUS coming! A definite 'yea". 

J.S. Stephens 
Corpus Chrlstl. TX 


Concerning your FORCED ENTRY 
review: Gee, I would've thought you'd 
like a movie that would make you shit 
ail over yourself, especially since so 
much of your rag is devoted to cop- 
rophilia anyway. Sounds more like 
you've joined the ranks of "The Mighty 
Offended" (or maybe you're just not 
getting enough fibre in your diet). Re- 
member Cecil, God loves you. 

Norm Orschnorschki 
Berkeley, CA 
" fViVmVNfoioi"! 
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NUD E OW T HE M OON : This 1960 nudie movie, aka NUDES ON THE 
MOON and NATURE GIRLS ON THE MOON, was written and directed 
by Doris (BAD GIRLS GO TO HELL, THE AMAZING (PENIS)TRANS- 
PLANT) Wishman; it was directed under the name Anthony Brooks, a 
pseudonym (a trick of the credits employed by many a low-budgeter, in- 
cluding Herscliell Gordon Lewis). Shot around Miami, the moon was dou- 
bled by a rocky homestead in Homestead, Florida, named Coral CasUe 
(still open to the public); it was a castle built in coral by a lovesick schmuck 
for a woman he waited alt his life for, to come back home to him and their 
new abode. (She never did). 

With a dipshit croon on the soundtrack and an animated moon under 
the credits, NUDE ON THE MOON is the wonderfully hi-camp (today) 
tale of two assholenauts, Jeff and Professor, who waste the first half of 
the film having long, banal (yet unintentionally tunny, naturally) conver- 
sations about making a trip to the stars. The entire film was shot MOS 
or without sync sound (or "mit out sound," as the German Erich Von 
Stroheim would say) — every word was dubbed — the acting's delightfully 
shitty and there are constant pregnant pauses between the lines of 
dialogue; the one sound effect suggesting the science lab these guys 
inhabit is a gurgling-water noise. The most dramatic lines include "I'm 
confident of our work"; “Yes, but there's a 'but' in your volcel" There's 
also the requisite amount of bogus scientific-sounding gibberish in the 
dialogue, though after a while of this one starts to pray for that old fast-for- 
ward button. 

After a couple long driving scenes (mandatory, even today, on a low 
budget) In which the men pass a marquee which reads HIDEOUT IN THE 
SUN ( qriinjed in Nudarama") and a sorely-missed Royal Castle restaurant, 
they finally enlist the aid of some hilarious . 50c stock and FX shots of 
toy rockets and nose-cone separations to help them get to their destina- 
tion. Upon derocketlng, the guys sport funny space suits of colored T- 
shirts and helmets with thin rubber hoses hanging. They walk around 
picking up small rocks, saying. "This one's small but let's take it anyway." 
They finally peer over a wall of coral rock, and the second half of the film 
IS non-stop nudity, as lots of girls walk around (nudists seem to walk 
funny for some reason) wearing only little toy antenneas on their heads 
and short shorts which are crawling up the cracks of asses (the lunar 
babes bend over In front of the camera to pick up things a lot); viewers 
with breast fetshes (ahem; yes) will be In hooter heaven. 

The girls are also telepathic, and they get to perform some ludicrous, 
gyrating “moon dances" (with cute little bellies hanging), along with the 
inevitable ball-throwing scene (apparently nudist love to toss balls to each 
other and smile like cretins). The action's mostly silent, of course, with 
lots of dippy Muzak, and the photography's grainy but colorful. The guys 
offer the Queen cutie the gift of a Mars har (yuk yuk); she spits the candy 
turd out and eats the wrapper. The young Jeff falls for an outer space/Coral 
Castle cutie. but they must return to Barth and ... oh, but why spoil the 
ending for you? 


PEADLYWE^ONS! Starring stripper Cliesty Morgan, so named for her 
horrifying 73-inch breasts, and written and directed by Wishman in the 
eariy '70s, DEADLY WEAPONS's credits are rolled over the horribiy dis- 
torted image of Chesty's chest, reflected off of convex mirrors so as to 
look unearthly: the blue veins therein suggest a roadmap of Wyoming 
Isorryl). The flick co-stars porno dinosaur Harry Reems (name misspelled 
here as ReemesI) as one of the bad guys who kill Morgan's mob-involved 
boyfriend; she then goes on a mission to track down each baddle and 
murder them, smothering them with her mammoth mammaries (I); now 
That's EntertainmentI And that's also the entire extent of the plot, except- 
ing a surprise, tragic twist ending (which solicits, of course, yawns and 
laughs), "The camerawork Is of the ass-held variety and often out of focus 
to boot: the overall production values are sub-amateurish, which ain't 
easy— what more could a Shit Flick devotee ask for? 

Chesty plays a "successful executive" before quitting to avenge her 
sleazy fiance; she looks very sad and uncomfortable as she washes her 
breasts in the bath (they fill up most of the tub); she goes out on the hunt 
in hilarious, 6-lnch thich heels and outrageous 60's styles which surely 
must have made John Waters ecsatlc, and her "acting" consists of mostly 
staring off-camera. This Is more silent/dubbed filming here (one scene in 
a hotel room is In sync sound), and one of the men in the cast looked 
very familiar (1 believe he was the good father in LAST HOUSE ON THE 
LEFT) There are also stunning, non sensical cut-aways on display, such 
as close-up cuts of lampposts, cracks in the street, portions of walls and 
chairs, etc., stuck in the middle of scenesi And the fight scenes rank 
among the most Inept ever shot To save money on extras there're also 
tacky/funny stock shots of nerdy-looking adults from the era) And 
DEADLY WEAPONS (literally) crawls along to Its conclusion. 

Chesty Morgan and Doris Wishman would later re-team to produce DOU- 
BLE AGENT 73, in which the stripper played a spy with a camera im- 
planted In her left knocker. Her acting in that one prompted the writer-di- 
rector to even have to dub her dubbed voicel (For the last few years 
Wishman has been working on her first horror film, originally entitled A 
NIOHT TO DI8WEWBER Does anyone know what happened to Ms. Morgan?) 
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Thil Inekl mU-Slntlti Mirclti in (Uio*) (■o"'*' I' finnily avnlUlt an 
vldaaeaaialla thru Iha falitt al M.T.I Hama VI4aa (e/a 14952 S.W. 142nd Avanuat 
Miami, FI 91186). My affinlly la view Ihlt yicinra kad bean fualad aarliai Ihia 
daeada, after ftrat gawklny al ana af III inaridibly diil|nad ad-mali In Iha yaaai 
af Mlihaal Wildan'i PSYCHOTRONIC kibla. "A macabra alary af Iwa molareyeli- 
rldlna, hnira-wlaldin), ihl»-ika«in), iyi-jau(in|, irm-larlalin), ehaln-liibiny, 
leayal-nathin), aeid-lkrawing, gun-ihaaling, bana-braakina, yilhalayical null 
and lhair pal, The Undirlabar" Indaad I $tiry aanairnt lliilf wllh Iha afiriman- 
llanid Irla wka randimly ehiaia alillmi aul af Ibi pkana baah ar murdar wamin 
wbaaa lait namai riiimnia Ikal af faad (I. a. Mary lamb, Ann Paullry). Far Iba 
viawar, II lin'l lang bafari H'l riirialad Ikal Iha murdiraui bibari are Marl Iba 
Ondirlabar and laia araprialari af a III' firaaiy Saaan ("Splha" and "Dai"). 
Parfarmlnp lhair dillfal daadi la drum up builnaii far balh'i paripicllvi iilab- 
liikminli, undarlyina aeeuaaliini an Iba imall, priaali Amirlaan Buiiniii are 
Implied Ihraupkaul ibi film milh Marl raaplnp Iha banifili af laekina an $800 
warik af aalrai la hli "dliiauni" $144.98 funeral oaiii (whleh Inaludii trading 
ilampi) bafari lupplylng Iha human rimaini ai a meal lubillluti al Iha bayi' 
railaurani (aftarall, faad lupplliri aharga an arm and a lag far gaad meal). The 
priuala diak wka warki abaua Iha dinar aliampli helping aulharltlii lalaa Iha 
laia lhaugk all af II la kappaning, lllarally, under kli uaru naia. 

Wrillan and diraalid by Dauld C. Oraham and ariginilly billad Ihiilrieally 
alangilda T.V. MIkali' igually Infamaui ilokia, THC CORPSE GRINDERS (whiih 
Inaludid Iba niw-lagandary "airllfiaala af aiiurania" Ikal Iha managamani af 
Iha Ikiaira wai nal raipaniibla far hiallh prablami raiulling fram Iba aiawing af 
laid fllmi), UNDERTAKER la a paarly-iiaeulid aiplallallan ahaapia Ikal warki 
In aplla af III awn larmi. Having raaanlly keen dliappainlad by ilmilar lub-ganra 
iniriii, Iha likii af BIOOD DINER, PSYCHOS IN lOVE, EAT A RUN and HOl- 
lYWOOD CHAINSAW HOOKERS; Ihli film haldi Ikal magli aharm dalad fram 
iha "aeldan age" af ilaka burner whan lawii/FrIadman bald iha laniarn far alkari 
la fallew. Flllad wllh braiilarad babai, a alaie-up af aalual Inlaillne-fandling, 
and a alaaila SUBHUMAN laana af an elderly weman (and a Vanui da Mila 
minalura) being baalan blaady by Iba helmaiad araw wllh a heavy ahaln intlda af 
a peek liaam ream, I highly raaammand UNDERTAKER AND HIS PAIS far a 
ikllly-gaed haur'i anierlainmani. Reguired viewing far davalaai af arlmian aamady. 
Warning: plani langua firmly in-akaak when feeding ikii la yaur VCR. Unwanlad 
hauaa guaili will mail likely "aul in, aul up and aul aul" by mid-film. 
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fast foreword.—- 

Adios. HI-TECH TERROR . . . Craig Ledbetter's lit newsletter was an original. After 43 
issues, the very first publication to exclusively cover videocassette horror (ultra-obscure 
stuff at that) made its unexpected bow Just recently and I, for one will miss its monthly 
arrival at my mailbox. But all is not lost - Craig will return soon with a br and new newsletter 
devoted strictly to foreign fare! Looking forward to it. 


Isjl my imagination or Is GOREFEST editor Rod Sims officially earning the coveted title 

should pitch in and c 


i 


of "Clown Prince of Fandom (horror/exploitation)"? I think we should pitch in and get the 
guy a trophy or something . . . reallyl Let’s do something for the guy! Though t have the 
distinction of not trading zines with him, his misadventures In literature are chronicle In half 
of the others I exchange with. Admittedly, my recent fave has to be GORE GAZETTE'S Rick 
Sullivan sharing with us the fact that Rod actually ordered from him on videocassette, THE 
ANAL DWARF Nuff said 




For the summer: Think of my nose as a bjitboard. 
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review by David Dodge 

Lurking in the foreign fiim section of a Marbiehead, ma. video store 
lie several entries in the Private Screenings series, in search of some- 
thing novel for you SUBHUMAN'S I rented ISLAND WOMEN the moment 
I read the box describing the action as taking place on a "not so virgin " 
tropical Island where some blonde bitch warden reigns over a prison 
full of hookers. Slobber, drool. The computer-printed title appears with 
no credits and abruptly cuts to a horribly dubbed array of nudity heavy 
breathing, pubic hair, plenty of genitalia but no penetration more nud- 
ity, more pubic hair, misogynist prison guards saying things like "Stop 
crying, l know you loved It", and women so sex-staved after only a 
day or two In the slammer they relish rape, ideal stuff for Infuriating 
chip-on-the-shoulder feminists. 

Oh: the story? A dictator named Marco conspires with a madame 
named Carla to cover up their lucrative white slavery ring before U N 
shipping them off to Tago Mago a k a. Rat island 
With the better part of the plotl?) out of the way, Carla strips and 
strokes herself while Marco leers. Then It cuts quickly to a bordello 
where Johns warm up by watching a woman fondle herself against a 
black backdrop. Troops then storm the dump and round up the girls 
while their Johns cower. On Rat island, the Madame Is now a neo-Nazi 
Black leatherette prison warden whose gun-toting ugly slob guards 
constantly prod, shout. Insult and bark orders at the inmates every 
minute. Along for the ride Is a pervert doc who compiles nude photos 
clips off the heads and goes over the crotches with a magnifying glass! 
Carla keeps herself busy with the head guard. Juan. After some sklnny- 
dlpplng and beachside bopping, they shoot skeet with nude gals tossing 
the skeets. Juan loses the contest and Is punished by having to partici- 
pate In a nude wrestling match with one of the girls. He's proven a 
loser once more and the winner has sex with the warden during which 
there're several cutaways to a portrait of Marco, seemingly Intended 
as some sort of Ironic "reaction " shot After a failed escape attempt 
the entire Inmate population Is punished by being forbidden to wear 
clothesi Just what this picture needed — even more nudityll Carla has 
a blurry nightmare showing Juan and the girls coming to get her — In 
the nude. The three of them go to the doc complaining of food polson- 
Ing, so naturally he Inspects his first patient's vagina for symptoms 
Another stabs him with scissors and the trio go thru an escape that 
has all the tension of a turtle race before they confront a guard who 
lets them swim home. Carla pays a visit to Marco, whose regime is 
® student-led revolution and desertion by his troops 
While she bathes In a gold-plated sheashell-shaped bath with red velvet 
furnishings, Marco bickers Into the phone. A toy grenade rolls In. A blast 
of smoke causes him to fall down. Revolutionaries declare him dead 
and hall the new President, that being the former prison guard seen 
lening the girls escape. Carla s dragged out of her bubble bath and 
returned to Rat Island as prisoner — a nude prisoner. Despite such anar- 
chy, Its still business as usual with the escapees running the 
Whorehouse. Juan running the prison and plotting another revolt with 
Carla in mind as his Ambassador to Paris. They fuck. The End Anyone 
for a sequel? Better yet. how about THE BIG DOLL house or THE big 
BIRD CAGE? 
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THE SERIAL SCRIPT 
PART TWO 


IMBECIlLCUS ^ 


Kris 6il|>in 


CUT TO: 

INTERIOR: SUPERMARKET 


FADE IN: 

INTERIOR: NASA CONFERENCE ROOM 

The room is crammed with reporters, silling and 
standing. They are watching a bare podium on 
a platform in front of the far wall. There are a 
couple of stray dogs roaming the floor. The room 
is in silence, broken only by a man cough ing. 
After a moment someone belches , then some- 
one else farts loudly . 

1st REPORTER: 

Come in! 

All laugh at this, as a somber-locking NASA 
official steps up to the podium. 

NASA OFFICIAL: 

(Smiles) Alright, who farted? 

All laugh again, as a young woman reporter 
stands for a question. 

WOMAN REPORTER: 

(Hotly) Can we end this smelly levity and get to 
the dead astronauts. Sir? 

2nd REPORTER: 

(To man beside him) Wow, what a bitch! 

NASA OFFICIAL: 

Our first probe of six months ago contained three 
men. none of which were heard from again, 

3rd REPORTER: 

Wa ve heard reporls of transmissions coming 
Into NASA’s viewing room Can you elaborate 
on this. Sir, and are (hey in fact from the lost 
probe? 

NASA OFFICIAL: 

Once unscrambled, the signals turned out to be 
an old episode of "Father Knows Best”. We don't 
know where they came from 
4th REPORTER: 

Which episode was it? 

NASA OFFICIAL: 

The one in which Bud was murdered and Cathy 
got laid. 

More laughter from the crowd. 

NASA OFFICIAL: 

But seriously folks, we've assigned our three 
best men to Columbia 2, and they're now prepar- 
ing lor Ihe mission. 


Goofus and Gallant walk down Ihe aisles with 
a shewing carl full of food. 

GOOFUS: 

Great idea you had. Gallant, our packing food 
for Ihe trip! Thai NASA commissary really bitesi 

GALLANT: 

Did we gel the toilet paper? 

GOOFUS: 

Yeah, but where's the Jungle Juice? I refuse to 
do any more Tang! 

Gallant lakes down a box of Space Food Slicks 
from a shelf and losses it into Ihe cart. 

GALLANT: 

(Pause) Are you scared, Goofus? 

GOOFUS: 

(Pause) Whatever got Ihe first probe is still oul 
there, but we can'l let It defeat us! Mankind Is 
too intelligent a race lor that! 

LOUDSPEAKER: 

(In a dipshit, nasal voice) Attention shoppers! 
Get a free egg-puncher with every box of 
Bouncel 

GALLANT: 

Don't worry, we ll have a ball up Iherel Did you 
remember to get the butter? 

GOOFUS: 

Don't I always? 

They gaze at each other longingly, as they reach 
the cashier^ counter. They slop In line next to 
an Enquirer, the headline of which reads "MASS 
SLAUGHTER IN SUPERMARKET CHECK- 
OUT LINE", as we .. . 

CUT TO: 

EXTERIOR: NIGHTCLUB. NIGHT. 

We see an old. decaying building bearing the 
sign "THE PUKE PALACE- CONSTIPATED? 
EA T HERE!" There is a poster on one side of 
Ihe building proclaiming "PUNK ROCK HERE 
TONIGHT". Milquetoast drives up In his car and 
is met by a parking attendant with long, greasy 
hair. He lakes Ihe keys from Milquetoast as he 
spits on Ihe windshield and wipes it clean with 
a large red kerchief he pulls from his back poc- 
ket. 


PARKING ATTENDANT; 

Will you be having dinner here, Sir? 

MILQUETOAST: 

Yes, I will. 

PARKING ATTENDANT: * 

(Handing him the kerchief) Your napkin, Sir. 

INTERIOR; THE PUKE PALACE: 

Milquetoast passes by the club 's stage as he is 
being sealed. There is a group on stage, the 
drummer of which is involved in a solo. Mil- 
quetoast is handed a tattered menu as he settles 
into his seal. After a moment of watching the 
drummer perform, he scans the menu and is 
met by a topless waitress wearing a thick chain 
around her neck. 

WAITRESS; 

Weil, whadaya want? 

MILQUETOAST; 

Uh, what's Ihe soup of the day? 

WAITRESS: 

Pea-green. You wannil? 

There is a burst of applause, as MilqueloasI 
looks to the stage with the rest of Ihe crowded 
nightclub audience. The drummer has finished 
his solo and is taking his bows. As he bends 
over for his final bow, he shoves his finger down 
his throat and throws up, which heightens the 
applause. 

MILQUETOAST; 

Uh, no, I don't think so. (Checks menu again) 
I'll have the Pukeburger. hold the mold, and the 
iris rings. Do you have any water? 

WAITRESS: 

Are you kidding? 

MILQUETOAST: 

(Looking embarrassed) Of course. (Eyes 
menu)\'\\ have Ihe Phlegm Float. 

WAITRESS: 

(Takes menu) Brilliant choice, butch. 

MILQUETOAST: 

Say, what are you doing later tonight? 

WAITRESS: 

Getting scraped for gonorrhea. 

She leaves, as another waitress runs up and 
sits beside him at the table. 


MILQUETOAST; 

God, Wilma, am I glad to see you! This place 
is awlul. 

WILMA: 

I know, but I just had to see ya before ya went 
up tomorrow morning, (Takes his hand) You'll 
be careful won't ya? 

MILQUETOAST: 

Sure, but are we . . . 

Her fat. greasy boss yells at her as he picks his 
nose. 

BOSS: 

WILLLLMAII 

She stands with Milquetoast 

WILMA: 

Look, I gotta go. You take care. OK? (Kisses 
him) I think I like you. Slaying (or dinner? 
MILQUETOAST: 

Lost my appetite. 

They part, as we HOLD on Ihe club's stage, 
where an M.C. runs out. 

M.C.: 

And now ladies and gentlemen — bursting at 
the seams with talent — the Colostomy Bags! 

CUT TO; 

DEEP SPACE 

There are countless lovely stars twinkling in Ihe 
blackness, as we see Columbia 2 enter Ihe 
frame. 

CUT TO: 

INTERIOR: NASA CONFERENCE ROOM 

The room is once again full, as Ihe NASA official 
addresses Ihe crowd from Ihe podium. 

NASA OFFICIAL: 

We will recieve our new transmissions in the 
viewing room as soon as the Super Bowl has 
ended. 

A stray dog walks up and pisses against the 
podium. 
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CUT TO: 

DEEP SPACE AGAIN 

The lights are on in Columbia 2. 

INTERIOR; COLUMBIA 2 

The three astronauts are running around and 
laughing, as ROCK MUSIC blasts out of the 
overhead speakers. There are empty Hostess 
Fruit Pie wrappers strewn about the ship, along 
with spilled and dripping bottles of Boone 's Farm 
Wine. 

GOOFUS: 

(Chasing Gallant in a circle) Party lime! 

MILQUETOAST; 

(Flips all the switches on the Immense control 
board) Wheeeel! 

A television screen on the board is showing "Gil- 
ligan's Island". The show is interrupted by a 
broadcast from the NASA official. 

NASA OFFICIAL; 

Uh, boys, we haven’l received a transmission 
from you yet. What's happening out there? 

GOOFUS; 

Hey, lei's send them a transmission, fellas. 

All three men crowd around the transmission 
camera, as they switch a knob to TRANSMIT. 

ALL: 

(Singing) Hello, hello, hellooo! Hello. 

They then all turn around and fart into the cam- 
era. 

GALLANT; 

Thai oughia hold those scum lor a while! 

NASA OFFICIAL; 

(To someone off-camera) Why haven't Ihey con- 
tacted us? 

VOICE (O.S.); 

Probably just a touch ot space madness, Sir. 

There is a loud COMMOTION from the other 
end of an adjoining hallway, as the men all look 
down the hallway. 

MILQUETOAST; 

Whal Ihe hell was that? 

GALLANT: 

Don't know, but it sounded like something on 
wheels to me. 

The three men look at each other, then back 
down the hall. Slowly Ihey move in Ihe direction 
of the noise, as Ihey hear SQUEAKING from in 
front of them. 


GOOFUS: 

God, rats on Ihe ship! 

GALLANT: 

(Sloops thoughtfully) Wait a minute. Thai's not 
rats, Ihal's the damn— 

At that moment, Ihe shopping cart from Ihe 
supermarket zooms around a far comer and 
races toward them. 

MILQUETOAST: 

Quick men! Scalier! 

Milquetoast runs from the other two men. as Ihe 
carl picks up speed end mows down Gallant 

GOOFUS: 

(Screams) It's possessed! Gallant! 

Goofus stands over the limp figure of Gallant, 
as the carl stands and PANTS HEA VIL Y. It then 
lakes off after Milquetoast. Goofus nudges Gal- 
lant with his foot. 

GOOFUS; 

Gel up! Honey! (Nudges Nm harder) Wake up! 

He kidis Gallant repeatedly in the face. 

GOOFUS: 

I love you! Wake up! 

INTERIOR; COLUMBIA 2 KITCHEN: 

Milquetoast is frantically searching for some sort 
of weapon. He runs his fingers underneath the 
kitchen counlerti^, then withdraws his hand 
quickly. 

MILQUETOAST; 

Ooh, God! BoogersI 

Hearing a NOISE, he swings around and gasps 
as he faces the berserk shotting cart. His 
breathing steadies as he slowly goes for a gun 
strapped to his side, but the cart SHIFTS 
GEARS and slams Into Ihe spaceman's side, 
smashing his weapon. MilquetoasI watches it 
fall to the floor in pieces. 

MILQUETOAST: 

Now I'm pissed! Even as we speak, there are 
ten crack astronauts sneaking up behind you 
with flame throwers! 

SHOPPING CART: 

(In an electronic voice) I find that hard to betievel 

MILQUETOAST 

(Pause) Would you believe several enraged 
townspeople with torches? 


SHOPPING CART: 

No. 

MILQUETOAST: 

How about a Cub Seoul (licking his Bic? 

SHOPPING CART: 

May I make a suggestion? 

MILQUETOAST: 

Please do. 

SHOPPING CART: 

. Suck my clutch! 

With that, the cart REVS ITS ENGINES and 
lakes off after the spaceman, who runs out of 
the kitchen and back down the long hallway. 

MILQUETOAST; 

Help me! Auntie Em! 


ENDING TWO 

INTERIOR: CONTROL ROOM 
The shopping cart enters the room, swinging 
around, looking for Goofus. After a moment, 
Goofus jumps down from his hiding niche at the 
lop of one wall, grabs the baron the cart's neck, 
and pushes it mightily out of a bay window in 
the ship. The cart screams as it drifts through 
the stars, as Goofus grabs the control board, 
determined to slay inside the ship despile the 
great exodus of the ship's air supply. There is 
a great CRASHING, DEMOLISHING SOUND 
as the entire ship collapses in on itself, crumbl- 
ing Goofus and everything else in the ship into 
a great metallic ball, as we — 

CUT TO BLACK 


The shopping cart leaps forward and. clipping 
MikjuetoasTs feet, runs him over, leaving two 
deep trenches along his legs and back. It then 
takes oft, its wheels smoking, in search of the 
last astronaut. 

(Dear Reader: — - It is now five in the morning, 
and I have obviously written myself into a corner; 
I do not know how lo end this chapter of my 
film. So, in all fairness, I present you with three 
separate endings. Take your pick, — K.G.) 

ENDING ONE 

INTERIOR: CONTROL ROOM 

The shopping cart 200ms into the room and 
plows down Goofus. running back and forth over 
his ruined body, LAUGHING all the while. Fi- 
nally, it stops. 

SHOPPING CART: 

(To camera) I never liked humans! 


ENDING THREE 

INTERIOR: CONTROL ROOM: 

The shopping cart enters, linding Goofus hud- 
dled in a corner. 

SHOPPING CART: 

Don't be frightened. I've been waiting for this 
moment for a long, long lime. 

Goofus slowly rises and walks over to the cart, 
and holds it by its haridle. We slowly PULL 
BACK as the beautiful light from an approaching 
moon fills the control room, as Goofus and the 
shopping cart stand together hand in handle. 

GOOFUS (V.O.); 

And so it was to be, my new friend and I, de- 
stined to create a new civilization together, one 
based on inlergalaclic love and consideration 
(or all the creatures of the galaxy. All I needed 
to do was to find a way lo multiply. 

The MUSIC SWELLS as we — 
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